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TO 

CAPTAIN SIR GEORGE NARES, R.N., K.C.B., 

AND HIS BRAVE COMPANIONS, 
THE OFFICERS AND MEN OF THE ARCTIC EXPEDITION 

OF 1875-76, 

THESE POEMS ARE DEDICATED, 

BY ONE WHO HOLDS IT NO SLIGHT PRIVILEGE 

TO HAVE BEEN PERMITTED 

TO PLACE SOME FEW "BAY LEAVES" IN THE WREATH 

HER COUNTRYMEN HAVE SO NOBLY EARNED. 
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It has been the privilege of the writer of these Poems 
to hear the applause of brave men called forth by her 
simple words. 

On the occasion of the banquet given to the mem- 
bers of the Arctic Expedition at Portsmouth, previous 
to their departure from England, the " God Speed '' 
on the first page was publicly read by the Mayor (R. E. 
Davies, E$q.); and to the effective manner in which it 
was given by that gentleman its enthusiastic reception 
was due. 

At the banquet given by the Mayor of Portsmouth 
(W. Pink, Esq.) on the return of the Expedition, the 
" Welcome Back " on page 9 was sung as a part-song 
to the toast of " Captain Nares and Officers of the 
Arctic Expedition," by the band of the Royal Marine 
Artillery, under the direction of J. Winterbottom, 
Esq., by whom the music was composed ; and at a 
public meeting of " farewell " to the 42nd Royal High- 
land "Black Watch,^^' the lines on page 58 were 
read by the Rev. W. Ainslie Walton, M.A., Chaplain 
to the Presbyterian troops, when, by the liberality of 
a member of the Scotch Church, a copy of the " Fare- 
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well," surmounted by the crest and motto of the regi- 
ment, together with the engagements in which it had 
been distinguished, and appropriately bordered by the 
national emblem of Scotland, was presented to each 
officer and man, eliciting their warm approbation. 

That the author has thus been permitted to pay a 
tribute to the brave defenders of her much-loved Queen 
and country, has been the inducement for giving them 
to the public, who, she believes, rightly estimate the 
courage and endurance of their fellow-countrymen 
whose lives are thus devoted to England. 

With these " bays " she has entwined some olive 
leaves ; and, though fully conscious of the extreme 
simplicity of the Poems, she yet cherishes the hope 
that words dictated by her own heart may perhaps 
find their way to another's, to whisper hope and com- 
fort to some weary one in those dark hours ^hat come 
to us all, and point to Him who alone can satisfy the 
heart's deepest yearnings. 

Of the expressions of loyalty in these pages, it need 
only be said, to exculpate her from the charge of seem- 
ing fulsome, that whilst she holds it a sacred duty to 
"honour the Queen," so "out of the abundance of 
the heart the mouth speaketh ; " for the character of 
her Sovereign has made that Divine command almost 
forgotten in the deep aod reverential love which the 
name of Victoria wakens in every true English heart. 

SouTHSEA, Febrtmry^ 1878. 
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God speed you, gallant men, 
Far, far beyond our ken, 

To the long sought-for goal 
Soon may that splendid rag 
'Tis your proud lot to drag — 
Old England's glorious flag — 

Float proudly at the Pole. 

Fair Science sends you forth 
To the dim unknown North, 

To battle with the foe. 
Not gleam of bristling steel. 
Not cutlass thrust to feel, 
Nor broadside in your keel ; 

But war with ice and snow 

For in that frigid zone 
The Frost King holds his own 
With unrelenting sway. 
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But nought hath power to chill 
The stem, determined will ; 
Unconquerable still 

Are England's sons to-day. 

Your dauntless chieftain's name 
Augurs for future fame 

In this your arduous quest. 
We know, brave hearts and true, 
All you must dare and do ; 
But this shall help you through — 

Tis England's high behest. 

For you no summer hours, 

No bright and beauteous flowers. 

On that far shore shall bloom. 
Only the blinding snow. 
Only the dang'rous floe, 
Perils where'er you go, 

And weary months of gloom. 

No welcome news from home 
May come across the foam. 

To comfort you and cheer ; 
Nor woman's tender smile 
The sad hours to beguile, 
Shall greet you yet awhile. 

Nor aught that you hold dear. 
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O Father, good and kind, 

" Blow with Thy mighty wind ; 

Make Thou the waters flow." * 
Guide our brave men aright, 
Through the long Arctic night ; 
Be Thou their Sun and Light, 

Thy presence with them go. 

So, noble pioneers, • 

Take with you England's cheers, 

They, ay, to victory lead. 
Her honour is a spell 
Stronger than words can tell. 
Farewell, brave hearts, farewell. 

And, in her name, God Speed ! 
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Welcome, King Frost, right welcome 

To England's genial shore ; 
A heartier, warmer greeting 

We give you than of yore. 

* Psalm cxlvii. i8. 

t Written during the absence of the Arctic Expedition, Christmas, 



1875. 
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E'en though your chilling fingers, 
And blasting, withering breath, 

Make our fair flow'rets perish, 
And lay them low in death. 

Yet welcome with your escort — 
Keen winds, and glittering ice. 

Hoar-frosts, and feathery snowflake 
Of many a quaint device. 

And welcome for the frolic. 
And gladsome sound of mirth 

You bring when angels whisper, 
** Peace and goodwill on earth." 

Yet not for this we greet you 
With arms stretched open wide 

Another charm is round you 
On this our Christmastide. 

'Tis that because your presence 
Recalls that gallant band 

Of noble-hearted heroes. 

Far from their own dear land. 

Fast bound in icy fetters, 

Beneath an Arctic sky, 
Ready, if England need it, 

Right willingly to die. 
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Their mission — her high honour — 
And Truth's bright Hght to throw 

Upon that Polar desert, 

Bounded by leagues of snow. 

No human eye hath scanned it, 

Nor foot of man e'er trod 
That secret, lonely region. 

Known only unto God. 

But if His wisdom suffer 

Hearts strong to do and dare, 

Then England's glorious ensign 
Shall yet be hoisted there. 

On its proud folds are written 

In glittering silken sheen. 
Words fraught with grandest meaning, 

Ay these : " God ! Country ! Queen." 

Words whose deep spell and holy. 

Shall bear a mighty power 
To raise their drooping spirits. 

In danger's darkest hour. 

For whilst that flag floats o'er them, 

Hope's star shall never set ; 
Its motto cheer them onwards. 

And bid them conquer yet. 
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So, Stern old King, your visit 

Is more than doubly dear ; 
For their brave sakes we give you 

Our warmest welcome here. 

And when at length you leave us, 
Your signal. Northward, Ho ! 

Our fondest hopes and wishes 
Shall thither with you go. 

Take back a nation's blessing 
To these our dauntless ones, 

For England's heart yearns fondly 
O'er her brave sailor sons. 

And tell them that we mention 
Their names both night and day, 

Before God's throne in heaven, 
Whene'er we kneel to pray. 

Whisper of that bright future. 
Those happy days to come. 

And how we wait to give them 
A glorious welcome home. 

Thus, charged with England's message, 
Speed to your own domain, 

And — may it please your Majesty — 
Come back to us again ! 
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Yes, come again next winter, 
In answer to our prayers ; 

But not alone — ^bring with you 
Our own brave Captain Nares. 



" A HUNDRED thousand welcomes," 
Stem monarch, to our shore ; 

Ay, never such a greeting, 
As this we gave before. 

A thousand thanks we owe you 

For coming here to-day ; 
Hearts are so full and grateful, 

Words are so weak to say. 

Welcome, because the message 

Entrusted to your care. 
For our brave men far northward, 

Was safely carried there. 

For though with jealous fondness 
You guard your icy throne, 

And staunchly claim for ever 
The North Pole as your own ; — 

* Written on the return of the Alert and Discovery. 
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Though you have taken tribute 
Of England's leal and true, 

For some we loved and honoured 
Sleep far away with you, 

Their lonely graves untended 

Through all the long, long hours, 
No loving hands to deck them 

With wreaths of summer flowers- 
Yet still we greet your presence 

Amongst us once again, 
Because our flag floats proudly 

Far up your dread domain. 

Because, in this stern warfare. 
You prove a noble foe, 

Letting our ships pass safely 

Through dang'rous berg and floe. 

But, more than all, we thank you 
For having heard our prayers, 

And brought safe back our heroes. 
With noble Captain Nares. 
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Welcome ! thrice welcome back, 
Safe from the frozen pack — 

Welcome, our Arctic band, 
From that stronghold of snow, 
Where your relentless foe, 
Harassed with berg and floe, 

Back to the dear old land ! 

Because that England's name 
Hath won yet brighter fame 

Beneath the Polar star. 
For honour justly won, 
By duty nobly done. 
We welcome each brave one 

Home from that land afar. 

Welcome ! because our flag 
Waves from yon icy crag 

Far up towards the goal. 
Till other hearts shall dare 
To venture rashly there, 
England may proudly wear 

The honours of the Pole. 
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Where never knot's wild wing 
Comes with returning spring, 

Your feet have dared to tread. 
For, aj^ a charm is thrown 
Around that frozen zone. 
So desolate, so lone. 

For there rest England's dead. 

Thrice welcome, noble Nares ! 
On whom the hopes and cares 

Of this emprise were laid. 
Thrice welcome, for we knew 
Your heart was leal and true ; 
For all youVe dared to do 

A nation's thanks be paid. 

From where your anxious quest 
Far tip in that strange " nest " 

Called for endurance stem. 
Facing the northern blast. 
E'en from the topmost mast 
Scanning that icy vast, 

We welcome your return. 

Welcome to " home, sweet home ! " 
No place where'er they roam 
So dear to England's sons. 
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Through all your weary stay, 
Never was night or day , 

Wherein we did not pray 

For you, our dauntless ones. 

To our great Father's care, 
Who heard each heartfelt prayer, 

Our fervent thanks we raise. 
For His protecting hand 
Guiding our little band 
In that drear, shadowy land, 

A nation offers praise. 

Whilst England's peerless Queen 
From her high place serene 

Thanks each brave hero-one. 
Crowned with the wreath of fame, 
Greeted with loud acclaim, 
To-day we proud proclaim. 

In England's name, " Well done ! " 
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" Hold thou me up, and T shall be safe." — Psalm cix. 

Father, I need Thy powerful hand 

To grasp my own ; 
I am so weak, I cannot stand 
Unaided and alone, 

''Hold Thou me up!'' 
The way is long, and rough, and drear, 
Dark clouds o'ershade my pathway here. 
But if Thou'lt hold I will not fear, 

'' I shall be safe'' 

Because my heart with sin's dark stain 

Is so defiled, 
O Father, listen to the prayer 
Of this Thy child, 

''Hold Thou me up I" 
Hold with that tender hand of Thine, 
Whose touch, so human, yet Divine, 
Shall thrill through every pulse of mine, 

And keep 7?ie safe. 

When guilty fears oppress my soul 

With sore dismay, 
And I must with the foe contend 

In deadly fray, 

" Hold Thou me up I " 
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In the stem conflict strength impart ; 
Help me to quench each fiery dart : 
With Faith's firm shield upon my heart, 

" I shall be safe," 

When in temptation's slippery ways 

My footsteps slide, 
Around me fold Thy loving arms, 
My faithful Guide, 

^^ Hold thou me upy 
Thou, who wast tempted here below, 
Save me from falling, for the foe 
Is mighty ; but near Thee I know 

''^ I shall be safe,^^ 

'Mid waves of sorrow and of care 

When tossed about, 
However fierce the storm may rage 
Within, without, 

" Hold Thou me up:' 
Be Thou my Captain, steer my bark. 
Then, though the night be wild and dark. 
If Thou art with me in the ark, 

'' I shall be safe:' 

Along the toilsome, rugged road 

Of daily life. 
When I am weary, faint, and tired 

Of earthly strife, 

''Hold Thou me up:' 
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Thou when on earth wast oft opprest 
With human cares. O give me rest ! 
Leaning upon Thy loving breast, 

^^ I shall be safe,^^ 

And when at last I stand upon 

The river's brink, 
And feel Death's waters round me roll, 
Let me not sink — 

'' Hold Thou me up r 
Hold me against the swelling tide. 
Hold, till I reach fair Canaan's side, 
In that blest home for ever to abide, 

" / shall be safe^ 
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There is a Book by which are framed 

The statutes of our land; 
To its wise guidance England owes 

Her high and noble stand. 

Each lesson and each precept rare 
Was written for our good ; 

Amongst them this one truth should be 
Right fully understood : 
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That whilst we fear and worship God 
With reverent heart and mien, 

Obedient to His high command, 
We ** honour, too, the Queen." 



BY THE GRACE OF GOD, QUEEN, CROWNED 
JUNE 28TH, 1838. 

Fair was thy dawning youth, but fairer still 
The promise of thy early womanhood, 
When thou didst come responsive to the call 
Of the dear land that loves thee now so well 
To wear its Crown. A nation's fondest hopes 
In thee were centred then ; a nation's prayer 
For thee ascended to the King of Kings, 
That thy young heart by Him might be endowed 
With wisdom from on high ; that in His strength 
Thy hand might wield the sceptre ; in His care 
Thyself and people might be safely kept. 
' And not alone a nation's prayer uprose ; — 
On that auspicious mom that saw thee Queen 
Thyself acknowledged Him to be thy King, 
And sought His guidance. And it augured well 
That early dedication of thy reign. 
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The years have passed 
And the bright promise of those early days 
Hath richly been fulfilled, — the seed-time then 
Was watered with thy tears — thy young heart felt 
Full soon the burden of a crown henceforth to rest 
Upon thy brow till death. But He who chose 
Thee for this high estate, this splendid place 
Of rank and power, the mightiest throne of earth, 
He saw those tears, and swift that angel scribe 
Who registers high thoughts and noble deeds. 
Was charged on his immortal scroll to place 
The record of those tears and that first prayer 
From queenly lips. 

There are who scoff at prayer. 
And proudly ask in their blind unbelief, 
" Can the vast complex laws that rule the world 
Be altered at the cry of puny man ? 
Will the Great King of Heaven bend down so low 
To listen to a creature of the dust 
That dares approach His throne, and thinks to gain 
Some favour there?" Vain sceptic! wouldst thou dare 
To limit the Almighty power of Him 
Wlio brought thee into being ? He who hears 
The ravens when they cry will much more heed 
His children's wants. So England owes to-day 
No little of her greatness and her weal 
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To that first faltering prayer from her young Queen. 
Her blameless life, and tender woman's heart, 
True words of sympathy, and deeds of love 
Have shed so bright a lustre round the throne, 
That other lands have eager sought to know 
The secret of our greatness, and from far 
Across the sea ambassadors have come 
Upon this errand bent Worthy a Queen 
Her wordless answer. Worthy the proud land 
That makes Gk)d's Word the secret of its strength. 
Happy, thrice happy, England, are thy sons 
Who dwell beneath Victoria's gentle sway. 

God bless thee, much-loved Queen ! God spare thee 

yet 
Long years to bless us with thy tender love. 
Till in His own good time He takes thee home 
To reign with Him for aye. 
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Snowdrops ! wherefore come ye, 
Bright and beauteous flowers, 

In the time of winter 
To this eartli of ours ? 

Nought but desolation 
Seems to reign around ; 

3 
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Dark, and chill, and dreary, 

Barren is the ground. 
But your fairy beauty 

Like a ray of light 
Breaks upon the darkness 

Of our winter night 
For we know your presence 

Is the first glad sign 
That the spring is coming, 

Summer and sunshine. 



Snowdrops ! God hath seht you, 

Messengers of love. 
To these lives so careworn 

From His home above ; 
And ye come to bring us. 

In our time of grief. 
Thoughts of peace and comfort 

That will give relief 
To the mind distracted 

And the weary brain. 
To the heart whose bitter, 

Grushing load of pain 
Must be borne in silence 

Through the long, long hours. 
Oh ! ye are so welcome. 

Precious gift of flowers. 
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Snowdrops ! take your message 

To some stricken heart, 
Tell it He who woundeth 

Yet will heal its smart 
Whisper that its loved one, 

Sleeping in the ground, 
Raised in spotless beauty 

Shall some day be found ; 
When, Time's winter over. 

That fair spring shall come, 
And the glad re-union 

In our Father's home, 
Where the flowerets fade not. 

And no loved one dies, 
But shall live for ever 

In God's Paradise. 
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Lines written on the occasion of H.R.H. the Prince of Wales' 
return from India, May nth, 1876. 

From that vast realm afar. 
Over whose million subjects reigns supreme 
The mightiest of earth's Monarchs, and the best— 
Old England's darling Queen ; 
From India's sunny strand, 

Back to thine own dear land. 
We bid thee Welcome Home ! 



20 BAY LEAVES. 

From where renowned Ganges, 
The sacred city with its waters laves ; 
From Agra's far-famed tomb, Calcutta's palaces, 
And Elephanta's cave ; 
From Ceylon's spicy bowers, 

Palm groves, and tropic flowers, 
We bid thee Welcome Home ! 

From where the tiger's lair, 
In the dense jungle, woo'd thee to the chase ; — 
The British Lion waits to greet thee now 
(This sturdy English race), 
Right glad to see once more 
Upon old England's shore 
Its Prince's form and face. 

From wanderings far and wide — 
Over the mighty deep ; through many lands ; 
From proud old Athens, Malta's sunny isle, 
And Egypt's desert sands ; 
Preserved from every snare, 

Kept by God's loving care. 
We bid thee Welcome Home ! 

To where thy noble mother. 

And peerless, tender-hearted, loyal wife, 
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And little children with their thoughts and prattle 

Of thee and India rife, 
Their hearts with joy elate, 

Thy coming eager wait. 
To bid thee Welcome Home ! 

From scenes of Eastern splendour 
That daze the eye, and fascinate the mind, 
With off rings rare of gold, and gems, and homage, 
Yet welcome back to find 
By its great wealth of love 

All other gifts above. 
No place like " Home, Sweet Home ! " 
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' ' Thou hast made us for Thyself, and our hearts are restless till 
they rest in Thee."— 5/. Augustine. 

Heart ! what is it ails thee ? 

Why art thoir so sad ? 
All seems bright around thee. 

Yet thou art not glad. 

Ever longing, yearning, 

Full of wild unrest. 
Seeking some new pleasure 

With untiring quest. 
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Like the restless ocean 
With its sullen roar, 

Murmuring, tossing, surging, 
Dashing 'gainst the shore. 

Flinging up its billows 
With their foamy crest, 

E'en in calmest moments 
Never quite at rest. 

Why so discontented ? 

Why so ill at ease ? 
Say, what can thy spirit's 

Restlessness appease ? 

Thou hast tried each pleasure 
That the world can give. 

But they vanish quickly — 
Scarce a moment live. 

All at best is vanity, 
For earth's purest joy 

Must be still imperfect, 
Mixed with some alloy. 

Fame ! its greenest laurels 

Cannot satisfy ; 
Howe'er bright and glorious, 

Soon they fade and die. 




lyA Y LEA VES. 23 

Wealth ! Uncounted treasure, 

Glittering hoards of gold, 
Will it purchase happiness ? 

Is that bought and sold ? 

Friendship ! Rare possession, 

When the storm-clouds lower ! 
Who will stand beside thee 

In the evil hour ? 

Love ! Thou canst not reckon 

Long upon its stay ; 
Ere the morrow's dawning 

It may fly away. 

Where, then, wilt thou rest thee, 

Heart, like weary dove ? 
There is only shelter 

In Christ's ark of love. 

He will ope the window. 

He will take thee in. 
For the world is deluged 

With a flood of sin. 

And thou'lt seek but vainly 

0*er the watery waste 
Of life's stormy ocean 

For a resting-place. 
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Take us, then, O Saviour, 
To Thy loving breast ! 

Still the troubled waters, 
Calm the wild unrest. 

For Thou didst create us 
Thine alone to be, 

And our hearts are restless 
Till they rest in Thee. 






Upon the olive slopes 
Of the Judaean hills the sun shines bright. 
Gilding each pinnacle and turret-roof 
Of that proud city, over whose sad doom 
Its Prophet wept. " If thou hadst known, 
At least in this thy day, the things of peace." 
Oh, wistful words from that great Patriot's heart 
That loved Jerusalem so well ! " How oft 
Would He have gathered close beneath His wings 
Her children, but they would not." Near its walls 
One spot in shadow stands, ere long to be 
Scene of earth's direst tragedy. 
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Beyond the hill of Olivet, 
In a fair home at peaceful Bethany, 
The sunbeams fall athwart a couch, whereon 
A lady sleeps ; but ever and anon 
She starts, and murmurs words of strange import ; 
Then rising, walks with sleep-dazed eyes along 
The lofty corridor. There meets her there 
A visitant, but not of earthly form, 
Too bright the glittering sheen of those fair wings 
And dazzling lustre of that countenance 
For human eyes to gaze on. But she sees 
Another sight than this — a rabble throng 
Surging with fierce, ungovernable rage 
Around their victim. All unmoved He stands, 
A Lamb made ready for the sacrifice. 
One hand she presses to her troubled brow, 
As if to still its throbbing and unrest, 
For wondrous things are whispered in her ear 
By that bright heaven-sent stranger. Once aroused 
From her strange dream, she passes quickly on 
To find a trusty messenger, then bids 
Him speed with haste to the Praetorium. 

There, *mongst a motley horde. 
The Roman governor in judgment sat 
Upon a gentle captive standing bound 
Beside His stem accusers. Pilate knew 
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No stain of gu3t was on that noble brow, 
Nor fault at all could find that He should be 
Delivered up to death. A missive comes. • 
He breaks tjie seal ; and as he sees whose hand 
Has traced its well-known characters, and reads, 
** Have nought to do with that just man, for I 
Have suffered many things this day in dreams 
Because of Him," his higher nature yields 
To the wise guidance of those warning words. 
And he would fain release the prisoner; 
Yet in his weakness, hesitating, asks, 
" What evil hath He done ? *' For answer this : 
** Let Him be crucified ! " 
To please his gentle wife he would have dared 
The Jewish anger ; but, alas, alas ! 
Too often woman's pleading is ignored. 
And her imerring instinct set at nought 
For meaner coimseL Other words he hears : 
** If this thou dost, thou art not Caesar's fiiend." 
It drowns the angel in him, and he gives 
The Son of God to death. 
O haughty Roman ! hadst thou only known 
Who stood before thee then, in lowly guise. 
Thou wouldst have braved their fury for His sake. 
When Rome's proud emperor had passed away, 
King of Kings, would be thy friend iox aye. 
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Within the highest heaven 
The Crucified is now a Conqueror, 
With angels round His rainbow-circled throne. 
Yet never one that did Him service here 
Is there forgot. Methinks amongst those fiiends 
He worthy deems to walk with Him in white 
Is Pilate's gentle wife. 



" Bring them hither to Ae ! " 

Bring to God your riches, 

Give Him of your gold. 
He will bless and give you 

Back a hundredfold. 
Out of your abundance 

Something you can spare 
For His sake, who gave you 

Such a bounteous share. 

Bring to Him your silver 

With ungrudging heart ; 
From your well-earned substance 

Be not loth to part. 
Lay up store in heaven ; 

Lending to the Lord 
Is the best investment, 

Brings its own reward. 
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Bring to Him the two mites. 

Though your all it be ; 
He who feeds the ravens 

Knows your poverty ; 
And you shall not perish 

In your utmost need, 
With the loaves and fishes 

Will your Father feed. 

Bring to Him your talents, 

Whether great or small ; 
To the Master's service 

Consecrate them alL 
Art, and song, and science. 

Language pure and sweet, 
Craft, and skill, and cunning, 

Lay them at His feet. 

Bring to Christ your sorrows, 

Tender, loving, true ; 
Cast them all upon Him, 

For He cares for you. 
In His great compassion 

He will calm your fears, 
And, " as mother comforteth,'* 

Wipe away your tears. 
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Bring Him, too, your heart-joys, 

All that makes life dear, 
For your song of gladness 

He is pleased to hear, 
fiach good gift and perfect 

Cometh from above ; 
Show Him you are grateful 

For His boundless love. 

" Bring them to Me hither ! 

'Tis His own command, 
Can aught be withholden 

From His gracious hand ? 
Give your all, if need be; 

It is but His due, 
Who with all things freely 

Gave Himself for you. 



Mvixtmtmhntis Hams. 

*' Honour the physician with I'.i honour due unto him." — 
EccLESiASTlcus xxxviii. I. 

No BLAZONED banner l».ars upon its folds 

The conquests they have won ; 
But rarely twined for them the laurel wreath, 

Or breathed the W( ids " Well done ! " 
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Men seldom speak their praise ; though here forgot. 

Their record is on high ; 
Written on some immoital page, it ghin^^ 

For brave deeds never die. 

Crusaders, fighting in a noble cause 

Beneath the Red Cross sign ; 
Their work, a task so holy that it seems 

Less human than Divine 

To strive with foes that are more deadly fer 

Than hosts of armed men, 
They meet them in the pestilential ward. 

And fever-haunted den. 

To staunch the warrior's life-blood, and to bind 

His wounds with tender care ; 
To heal the stricken, and to render help 

To suffering everywhere. 

Eye keen as eagle's, heart as lion's bold. 

And firm, imperious will ; 
Yet with a woman's tender touch they ply 

Their task with rarest skill. 

So often wearied in their earnest toil 

By some sad, ghastly scene, 
'i'oo often has their faithful labour here 

All unrewarded been. 




BAY LEAVES. 31 

But in that land where sickness never comes 

Methinks their deeds shall be 
Remembered ; when the Master's voice shall say, 

" Ye did them unto Me/' 

Oh, good Samaritans ! your life-work needs 

No higher, nobler aim ; 
What here you lose, eternity shall give 

A never dying-fame.- 



" In Thy presence is fulness of joy." 

Methinks within those gates of pearl 

Entrance to me is given ; 
The world for ever left, and I 

Safely arrived in heaven. 

Life just beginning, ne'er to end — 

What blessedness is this ! 
Such rapture through my spirit steals. 

Such ecstasy of bliss. 

With wondering joy, I look around 

My home so fair to see, 
And as I gaze bright spirits come 

To minister to me. 
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They deck me in those stainless robes 

Of more than snowy white. 
And on my brow they place a crown 

Of fedeless lustre bright 

They bring my harp ; with strange delight 
My hand floats o'er its strings, 

And through the "many mansions '' there 
Its glorious music rings. 

In heavenly beauty thus arrayed, 

Complete and perfect now. 
My Saviour's image I reflect — 

His name is on my brow. 

'Mongst the celestial host I stand, 
" Knowing as I am known," 

Ready to be presented there 
" Faultless " before the throne. 

And now my angel-guides lead on 
Through streets of shining gold ; 

At every step, fresh beauties greet. 
And glorious scenes unfold. 

lUU, lingering not, they hasten on 

To where I long to be 
I n veiled, beholding face to face 

His glorious majesty. 
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And as I near the " crystal sea," 

And tread its shining shore, 
The "weight of glory'* on my soul 

Increases more and more. 

And now before the sapphire throne 

I stand — oh, bliss supreme ! — 
In presence of the King of Kings, 

Fulfilled life's brightest dream. 

To see His face — ah ! this alone 

Is heaven indeed to me ; 
To bask for ever in His love 

Throughout eternity. 

I see the emerald rainbow gleam 

With dazzling splendour bright ; 
So glorious, that the angels veil 

Their faces at the sight. 

Like many waters is the sound 

That greets my ravished ear; 
But, sweeter far than all besides. 

My Saviour's voice I hear. 

In tones of deepest tenderness 

He claims me for His own ; 
With rapture that no tongue can tell, 

I hear Him say, " Well done ! " 

4 
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Oh, words so glorions and sublime ! 

Could we but feel their worth, 
We should not strive so much to gain 

The paltry praise of earth. 

Lowly I bow before His throne, 
Filled with such rapture sweet. 

And, casting down my golden crown, 
I worship at His feet. 

And — ^but imagination fails 

To paint this wondrous scene ; 
No mortal may its glories know. 
Still must it be a dream. 

A dream, whilst life is passing here. 
Till on that blissful shore 

We wake, to find " at His right hand 
Pleasures for evermore." 



^t Captain ai % **'gaxi^tir 

Calmly beneath the hush of night, 
With England's shores yet still in sight, 

The good ship anchored lay ; 
But hark I a fearful crash is heard— 
The sleepers in a breath are stirred, 

And wake in dread dismay. 
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Then, borne upon the midnight air, 
Came piercing shrieks of wild despair 

From that fast sinking host ; 
Yet one brave spirit never quailed, 
Nor in that hoiu: of danger failed. 

But 'perished at his post ' 

They tell us of his parting clasp — 

Those last fond words, that farewell grasp — 

" Good-bye ! we meet no more ! 
^^ Boatswain^ take care of her y my wife /" 
Far dearer she to him than life. 

That life so nearly o'er. 

Rest, noble heart ! Thy last command 
A sacred heritage shall stand 

Bequeathed with thy brave life. 
That tender charge shall honoured be; 
Best tribute we can pay to thee. 

Our care of that young wife. 

Sleep, sailor darling I peaceful sleep. 
Whilst winds and waves their requiem keep. 

Above thy ocean grave ; 
In loving hearts shall be enshrined 
The memory thou hast left behind — 

Noble, and true, and brave. 
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For England on her roll of fame 
Proudly, though sadly, \^Tites the name 

Of " Knowles," her gallant son ; 
That men in after-time may read 
The record of this glorious deed 

Of duty nobly done. 



" March winds and April showers 
Do bring forth May flowers." — Old Proverb. 

The stormy winds of sorrow may have swept 
Away life's brightest dreams, and left thy heart 
All desolate, with a keen, rankling smart ; 
And tears of bitterness thou mayst have wept, 
Through many a weary night sad vigils kept. 
Thinking for thee life's summer-time had fled, 
Hope's fairest blossoms mingled with the dead, 
Forgetful that 'neath winter snows they slept. 
Sad heart, be comforted ! From Nature learn 
The wisdom of His love who planneth all, 
Nor in thy wilfulness His chastening spurn ; 
For rough, rude winds of March, and April showers, 
With fructifying influence will fall, 
And yet bring forth for thee May's fairest flowers. 
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" Thou art the glory of our strength." — Psalm Ixxxix. 17. 

'Tis said that England's day is past — 
No longer honoured for her worth, 

Her influence and power so vast 
Amongst the nations of the earth. 

The very mention of her name 
Sufficed to fill her foes with fear ; 

Yet some would say she's brought to shame, 
That " Ichabod " is written here. 

Little heeds she the taunt, the ire 

Of those who fain her peace would break ; 

She has no reckless, vain desire 
War's slumbering spirit to awake. 

But thankful that her sons may sit, 

Each 'neath his vine and fig-tree's shade, 

Safe where no deadly shaft can hit. 
None daring to make them afraid 

What though she love to dwell in peace^ 
Her lion-heart is still the same ; 

Because she prays for wars to cease. 
Why cast a slur upon her name ? 
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Does she aot " weep witii tiiose tihat weep^" 
And give with g^ieroos hand and heait? 

Where fiimine reigns^ or anguish deep. 
Does she not nobly do her part ? 

Xo ann of flesh she makes her boast. 
To save her in the time of need. 

Nor iron bulwarks round her coast ; 
The Lord is her Defence indeed. 

Relying on His watchful care, 

She fears not the whole world as foes ; 

If He is on her side, who dare 
Can be against her, or oppose ? 

And whilst in Him she puts her trust 
No mortal power shall make her yield ; 

Her enemies shall lick the dust, 
God is her Refuge and her Shield. 



Ctoiligl^t* 



'Tis when the golden splendour 

Of sunset hour 
Has left upon the senses 

Its softening power, 



^ 
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Whilst the day coyly lingers 

To kiss the night, 
Ere unto other regions 

She takes her flight, 
The spirit rises upward 

To purer air. 
Seeking to hold communion 

With God in prayer. 

O holy time of twilight ! 

Methinks 'tis then 
The angels come to visit 

The homes of men. 
We seem to hear their footsteps 

Close at oiu: side, 
And feel their gentle presence 

At eventide, 
Bringing the breath of heaven 

Upon their wings. 
To purify and brighten 

All earthly things. 

O happy time of twilight ! 

Its tender spell 
Rest upon hearts whose loving 

We prize so well 
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Who has not felt the glamour 

Of that sweet time, 
Steal o'er his quickened pulses ? 

E'en till they chime 
In unison so perfect 

With one true soul, 
Life seems to hold no higher, 

No brighter goal. 

O beauteous hour of twilight ! 

So quickly past ; 
Like all our cherished moments — 

Too bright to last. 
Yet cometh on the dawning 

Of that fair day, 
When all earth's darksome shadows 

Shall flee away ; 
And nought shall dim the brightness, 

So wondrous fair, 
Because 'tis ever noontide — 

No night is there. 
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"Another of the poor Ashantee invalids died early on Tuesday 
morning at Haslar. His one anxious hope was that he might live 
long enough to see Her Majesty the Queen ; but the poor fellow 
{Kissed away some hours before that announced for Her Majesty's 
visit to the Royal Naval Hospital." — Hampshire Telegraph. 

Where England's sick and suffering ones 

Are watched with tender care, 
No human effort lefl undone 

Those gallant lives to spare, 

A wounded hero dying lay, 

His life was ebbing fast ; 
He knew for him its precious hours 

Could not much longer last. 

But ere his spirit passed away 

From out this earthly scene, 
One anxious hope had filled his breast — 

To look on England's Queen. 

He thought to see the kindly smile, 

To hear the gentle voice 
Whose tones, e'en in that dying hour. 

Could make his heart rejoice. 
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Slowly the weary hours wore on 
Through all that last sad night ; 

Fainter and fainter grew his pulse, 
When dawned the morning light, 

The gallant spirit sank to rest, 

The noble soul had fled, 
The heart so loyal and so true 

Was numbered with the dead. 

Though, hero-one, thy last fond wish 

Was not fulfilled to be, 
Though earthly sovereign's pitying eye 

Might never look on thee, 

Yet cherish we the joyful hope. 
Thine eyes ere now have seen 

The King ! — a fairer vision far, 

Than England's much-loved Queen. 

If loyal to His Cross and name, 

Thy spirit passed away. 
That glorious vision shall enthral 

Thy raptured gaze for aye. 

Instead of earthly honour given. 
And fame so proudly won. 

Thy great reward shall be to hear 
The King of Kings' '* Well done ! " 
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Spring is come again to this land of ours 
With its smiling beauty, its wealth of flowers ; 
For the long, dark winter has passed away. 
And the birds are trilling a merry lay. 
Nature is waking from out her long sleep, 
And Hope seems again her loved watch to keep ; 
And hearts that have known sad, wearisome hours 
Are cheered at the sight of beautiful flowers. 

They gladden the eye, they gladden the heart, 
And bright rays of sunshine they seem to dart, 
Telling of Him who hath made them so fair 
Bidding us " cast upon Him all our care." 
For will He not help in our deepest woes. 
Who so clothes the lily, and scents the rose ; 
Who decked with such beauty this earth of ours. 
When He gave us bright and beautiful flowers ? 

Will there be flowers in His bright home above. 
In the glorious land that we so much love ? 
When wandering through some celestial dale. 
Shall we see the sweet lily of the vale ? 
With its tiny white bells, and rich perfume, 
Say, will it be there in unfading bloom ? 
So peerless its lustre, so wondrous fair. 
That to me 'tis the flower beyond compare. 
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And the beauteous rose, which hath ever been 
Of all floral gems acknowledged the queen ; 
And clustering violets, deeply blue, 
And snowdrops so fair — will they be there too ? 
. And the little daisy, with eye so bright, 
Ever looking up to the land of light ? 
Surely those radiant, heavenly bowers 
Are bright with the hues of all lovely flowers. 

Oh, I know in that goodly land they grow 
Lovelier far than e'er blossomed below ; 
With a sweeter fragrance, and brighter hue 
Than ever the garden of Eden knew. 
For no curse shall rest on that heavenly ground. 
No thorns and no thistles shall e'er be found ; 
And no chilling frost, and no blight may come 
To wither the flowers in that fair home. 

Eye hath not seen, nor could ear e'er believe, 
Nor hath it entered the heart to conceive, 
What God hath prepared in that better land, 
What pleasures for ever at His right hand. 
No beauty of earth's that could give delight 
Will there be omitted, to sense or sight ; 
For e'en heaven itself would seem less fair 
If beautiful flowers were wanting there. 
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He who at Creation didst give them birth, 
And so loved tlie flowers when He trod this earth ; 
Enthroned on high in His Paradise fair, 
Surrounded by all that is lovely there — 
He is gone to prepare a place above 
For all who shall trust in His dying love. 
When we bid farewell to this earth of ours 
May we dwell with Him 'mongst those beautiful 
flowers. 



Lost in the " Thunderer," off Spithead, July 14th, 1876. 

Not 'mid the pomp of war. 
Nor bravely battling with the stormy wave, 
Was theirs to meet grim Death ; — the tyrant stem 
To claim his victims came in fiercer guise, 
With blast of scalding breath and anguish dire 
He lays them low ; yet no ignoble fate. 
If glory*s wreath encircle not their names 
For brave deed nobly done, yet 'tis enough, 
A nation mourns — her flag is half-mast high, 
And that great heart that England holds so dear 
Is first to sympathise. God rest them now ! 
No grander tribute does their memory need 
Than this we proudly carve upon their tomb : 
" Died at the post of duty." 




46 BA Y LEA VES. 



*' Never >n-as his occupation mean who filled it nobly." — From 
*' Upward and Onward" 

Some humble occupation in a lowly sphere 
May be thy lot, true heart ; yet bravely persevere, 
However insignificant thy work may seem 
To human eyes, heed not — nought done for God is 
mean. 

Fret not because thy life may seem a dreary waste, 
Perchance ^'ith no employ congenial to thy taste. 
The God who gave thee talents yet will find for thee 
The opportunity to use them — -trustfiil be. 

What, though men may despise thy honest labour here, 
This one bright thought alone should animate and 

cheer : 
The noblest and the best that ever trod this earth 
Ennobled hvunble toil, and came of lowly birth. 

Look up above the world to yonder City fair : 
Upon its battlements bright hosts are crowding there 
To watch thee at thy task; they smile with glad 

delight ; 
Then deem no work ignoble if angels love the sight. 
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The Ruler of the universe from His high throne 
Stoops to look down on thee, thy humblest efforts 

own; 
Thou art as dear to Him, though poor and lowly 

now, 
As if a monarch's diadem adorned thy brow. 

And if the King of Kings takes interest in thee, 
What is there more that thou wouldst have, or do, or 

be? 
Thy work, if rightly done, shall win thee high renown, 
That noblest of all praise — "My faithful one, well 

done ! " 

Then heed thee not, brave heart, the taunts of those 
who seem 

To stand a little higher in the world's esteem ; 

Seek thou to gain in every true and noble cause 

The Master's smile, and not earth's fickle, vain ap- 
plause. 

Do thou thy duty well, and to Thy God be true. 
And some day He will give thee higher work to do ; 
For where ** His servants serve Him," there thou too 

shalt be, 
Engaged in that grand work for all eternity. 



M 
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©ur lath Car's Sj^irt 0f §Ittt. 

Amongst the garbs our country gives 

Her patriot sons to wear, 
One holds the first, the foremost place 

(Though all our honours share) ; 
Beneath it beats a warm, brave heart, 

A spirit bold and true ; 
And England loves the men who wear 

Her Jack Tar's shirt of blue. 

" Ready, ay ready,*' at her call. 

To serve in time of need, 
They aye have proved, her name has nerved 

To many a daring deed. 
Wherever there is high emprise. 

Or deadly work to do, 
'Mid Arctic snows, 'neath tropic sun, 

Is found that shirt of blue. 

Our envied place, our boundless wealth. 

And all of power and worth 
That makes this island home of ours 

The proudest spot of earth ; 
Our altar fires, our hearths and homes, 

And blessings not a few, 
Are kept inviolate by those 

Who wear that shirt of blue. 
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And many a sailor-hero's name 

Is written on Fame's scroll, 
And many a one in days to come 

Her pen shall yet enrol 
All honour, then, to those who wear, 

With loyal hearts and true. 
The proudest dress the world can boast — 

Our Jack Tar's shirt of blue. 




g Cogitjomtn. 



They call me " Fairy " : I would I were 

Such a beauteous being bright ; 
In the waxen bell of a lily to dwell. 

With the elves to revel at night. 

They say that my presence makes them glad, 

And chases away their care ; 
I would that wherever my shadow fell, 

'Twere always happiness there. 

For 'tis joyous to know that their load of woe 

Is lightened by my poor smile, 
And the darkening clouds that their lives enshroud 

Is dispelled for a little while. 

5 
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Oh, would that I had a fairy's power, 

And could weave a mystic spell 
Of joy and gladness around the hearts 

Of the dear ones I love so well ! 

I*d guard from all evil throughout the day, 
And their slumbers watch at night. 

And I'd keep at bay, far, far away, 
Every mischievous sprite. 

With a gentle wave of my magic wand 
I'd make all things gay and glad ; 

And none should know pain in my fairy domain. 
Or ever again be sad. 

Though we may not possess this wondrous charm, 

Yet to each one here 'tis given. 
Some heart to make light with sunshine bright. 

And earth more like to heaven. 

And our prayers have power in the darkest hour 

To bring blessings from above ; 
Not Fairies we, but Angels may be. 

In the ministry of love. 
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CHRISTMAS DAY, 1 87 6. 

Within the precincts of that stately pile, 
The grand old home of a long line of kings, 
There stands a noble fane. Tis richly dight 
With tracery of gold, and fretted roof, 
And panoply of knights, whose stainless names 
Are graven there 'neath silken bannerets. 
With strange devices on their gleaming folds. 
The scutcheons fair of many a noble house. 
A regal temple where to worship Him 
Before whom all the kings of earth bow down ; 
And yet the humblest roof wherein ascends 
The voice of prayer and praise is dear to Him 
As this kings* kneeling-place. 

Within its walls. 
On Christendom's great festival, had met 
A goodly throng, to celebrate the birth 
Of Him whose advent into this our world 
The angels sang. O happy time of peace ! 
Good-will to men. When shall the golden age 
Dawn on this earth, harsh discord cease for aye, 
And one grand brotherhood be felt 'mongst men ? 
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Ere yet the hour of prayer, 
Thought, busy thought, is flitting to and fro, 
Recalling brilliant scenes enacted here; 
And old historic memories of the past. 
Linked with each spot of this enchanted ground, 
Come floating back in visions to the mind ; 
And then, as if by some bright instinct led, 
Fond memory turns to yonder hallowed tomb 
Where sleeps the great and good. The princely fonn 
That held awhile a more than princely soul. 
Whose influence like a halo pure and bright 
Encircled England's crown, and o'er it still 
Sheds its bright lustre, making yet more fair 
The fairest of all earthly diadems. 
Amongst earth's best and noblest ones his name 
Stands out in shining characters of gold : 
A leal ** true man, that noblest work of God," 
A spirit cast in Nature's finest mould. 
And the bright " footprints " he hath left shall help 
To lead full many another in his track. 
And make perchance their " lives sublime " as his. 

From this fond reverie we wake to hear 
A murmur ; then a gentle wave of sound 
Comes stealing on the ear, then joyous notes, 
And strains of harmony sublime roll forth 
From the majestic king of instruments. 



\ 
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Struck by a master hand, whose skill hath power 

To weave a magic influence of sound 

On hearts attuned to all life's holiest charms. 

Then, like a silver trumpet, sounds the strain 

Of " Comfort ye, my people *' — ^words that come 

With touching eloquence ; for one is here 

Kneeling amongst her people, whose high soul 

And tender woman's heart hath drank the dregs 

Of Sorrow's chalice, filled with bitter draught 

E'en to the brim. " He chastens whom He loves ! " 

Thus His own seal He sets upon her brow 

And stamps the gold. God bless thee, darling 

Queen ! 
God comfort thee in all the years to come. 
Till He unite thee in the better land. 
To the dear kindred spirit thou hast loved 
With woman's quenchless love. 
"Comfort, my people : " — Then, as if from heaven 
A ray of glorious sunshine seems to fall . 

Dispelling earth's dark shadows from the soul. 
As sweetly from the white-robed choir bursts forth 
The chorus " Unto us a child is born ": — 
" Wonderful ! Counsellor ! The Mighty God ! " 
Each title sounded like a blast of trump 
Proclaiming Him a Royal Conqueror. 
But gentler tones are blending in the song, 
For youthful voices sweet and clear take up 
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The glad refrain, that wondrous anthem, sung 
First by the angel-hosts on Bethlehem's plain — 
" Glory to God on high, and on earth peace." 

But yet another, and a grander song — 

An echo of those lofty notes of praise, 

Sung by a sweeter choir than earth can boast, 

In that fair temple where ihey need no sun — 

God's glory is its light. 

A shout of triumph : Hallelujah ! for 

The Lord Omnipotent doth reign, and He 

Is King of Kings and Lord of Lords for aye. 

Higher, yet higher, rise those thrilling notes. 

Till the soul seems to mount aloft on wings, 

And hovers charmed around the gates of pearl. 

O music, mighty music ! thine it is 

The language of the soul to speak, on earth, 

A foretaste of the joys of Paradise. 

The last faint note of that grand song is hushed, 
Then, reverent kneeling, heads are bowed in prayer 
" God save our Sovereign Lady, England's Queen ! 
*' Grant her in health and wealth long years to live, 
" Give her the Victory o'er all her foes, 
" And finally, when life on earth is past, 
" Crown her with immortality. Amen ! " 
And every heart in unison responds. 
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Not in this shrine alone, 
But thousand, thousand temples through the land, 
Victoria's name is breathed in words of prayer ; 
What wonder, then, she bears a charmed life ? 
He who has said, " If two shall make request 
In My great name, for them it shall be done," 
Fulfils His promise. At His high behest 
A legion angels from the ranks of heaven 
Encamp round her. No hurtful thing can come 
Within that wall of fire ; " no weapon formed 
'Gainst her can prosper,'* for " the Queen doth put 
Her trust in the Most High." 

Then pray we for 
All ranks and all conditions ; that all lands 
God's saving health might know ; to His great care 
Commending all in sorrow and distress, 
Who is a Father to the fatherless. 

A moment's pause ! 
Then he who for long years has served beneath 
The banner of the Cross stands up to give 
A parting blessing : " (jod's love be with us 
Now and for evermore." 

We linger yet. 
Entranced within the shadow of her home 
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Who has a throne in every English heart, 
And as we stand beneath its battlements, 
From the full tide of loyalty and love 
Our hearts send up again the nation's prayer 
" God bless our noble Queen ! " 



Has the past been fraught with sorrow, 

Tinging all thy life with gloom, 
And do darkening shadows ever 

In the distance seem to loom ? 
Yet despair not ; far above thee 

There is One thy way can see. 
And it may be He has waiting 

Earthly happiness for thee — 

By-and-by. 

In the deadly heat of battle 

Is thy spirit wounded sore ? 
Only enemies around thee. 

None to aid thee in the war ? 
Courage ! thine own arm is able 

Yet to win the fiercest fight ; 
Though the whole world be against thee, 

Right shall surely conquer might — 

By-and-by. 
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Toss'd upon the angry billows 

Of life's restless, stormy sea, 
Far from that desired haven 

Where thy longing heart would be, 
He who holds the surging waters 

In the hollow of His hand 
Guides the helm of thy frail vessel, 

And will bring thee safe to land — 

By -and by. 

Patience, sad heart ! if life's burden 

Has been hard for thee to bear ; 
Only those the Cross that carry 

Dare may hope the crown to wear. 
He who puts thee in the furnace 

Will be there thy hand to hold. 
And, when He hath tried and proved thee. 

Bring thee forth as finest gold — 

By-and-by. 

Oft-repeated blows and heavy 

From the Almighty Sculptor's hand 
May be needed ere the image 

Which His love and wisdom planned 
Shall have reached it's perfect beauty. 

Doubt not, then, God's gracious will. 
For a niche in His high temple 

Is reserved for thee to fill — 

By-and-by. 
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AH of sad unrest and yearning, 

Conflicts, tempests, doubts, and fears, 
All of pain and tribulation 

Borne through long and weary years. 
Shall have passed away for ever — 

Comes a voice thy heart to cheer. 
Listen ! 'tis Hope's angel spirit, 

And she whispers in thine ear, 

" By-and-by." 

With the eye of faith look forward 

Far beyond these mists of time, 
WTiere the sun is ever shining 

In a better, brighter clime. 
There, thy vessel safely anchored, 

And the \iTeath of victory won, 
Happiness imtold awaits thee, 

And the Master's welcome home — 

r 

By-and-by. 
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ON THEIR DEPARTURE FOR MALTA. 

We parted from you but a while ago, 
Our gallant Scottish band. 
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When England sent you forth to meet the foe 
On Afric's burning strand. 

We marked with thrilling hearts your courage there, 

Proud that the flag you bore 
Had won fresh glory to its stainless folds 

Upon that distant shore. 

We bade you "welcome home " with heartfelt joy 

After the fight was done, 
Honoured for each brave deed of valour there. 

And for Coomassie won. 

And now again the old land sends you forth 

Her distant realms to guard — 
We know her honour rests with loyal hearts, 

Safe to keep watch and ward. 

But we shall miss the sturdy, stalwart forms 

So used our eyes to greet; 
Miss you in all the old familiar spots 

Where we were wont to meet. 

And in the little kirk, where oft betimes 

Our hearts have joined in prayer, 
The vacant places will recall your loss, 

How we shall miss you there ! 
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Your "names" shall still be spoken in our prayers; 

For though seas roll between, 
Your faithful semce shall remembered be, 

Defenders of our Queen. 

** God bless you ! " Tis the parting prayer we breathe 
For you, our gallant Scotch. 
God bring you safely home again some day ; 
Till then, farewell, " Black Watch." 



primroses* 

Primrose, modest primrose ! oh, I love you well ! 
Round your starry blossoms memory casts a spell, 
Brings the days of childhood back before my eye 
When together wandered grandmamma and I. / 

'Neath the shady hedgerows, down the grassy lane. 
Seeking for your treasures never long in vain ; 
She would smile with pleasure at my glad delight. 
When the first .pale blossom burst upon my sight. 

Fraught with untold blessings were those happy hours, 
Rambling in the woodlands, 'mongst the sweet wild 

flowers, 
Learning holiest lessons, as I held her hand, 
Of the " gentle Jesus " and the " better land." 
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Loving words of wisdom never yet forgot 
Hallow now the memory of each well-known spot; 
For the years have hastened — many a spring has fled 
Since my childhood's guardian went to join the dead. 

But methinks her spirit often lingers near, 
Words of hope and comfort whispering in my ear ; 
For the thought I cherish that she now may be 
One to whom is given " charge concerning me." 

'Tis no passing fancy that our loved ones tend 
'Mongst their earthly kindred those they once called 

friend, 
" Are they not all spirits going to and fro, 
Ministering ever to the heirs below ? ** 

In each fierce temptation, in each trial hour. 
Strength that -was not human foiled the tempter's 

power ; 
Angel hands have kept me that I should not stray, 
And their gentle presence cheered the darkest way. 

So I love the primrose, and my heart will cling 
To its fairy blossoms with the charm they fling. 
For one cherished memory ever comes to me 
When in early spring-time these fair flowers I see. 
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MARCH 2IST, 1871. 

"As the bride turns, the sunshine falling through the clerestory 
touches her graceful head, and lights it up with a natural diadem of 
Heaven's gold." — Daily Telegraph, 

Within the stately chapel 

Of Windsor's palace fair, 
A courtly group are gathered 

To grace a marriage there. 

Another beauteous rosebud, 

Is now about to be 
Transplanted from the parent stem 

Of England's fairest tree. 



A Princess, loved and honoured 
Throughout our English land. 

On Scotia's proud young noble 
Bestows her heart and hand. 

And now before the altar 
Standing together there. 

Their mutual troth is plighted. 
Life's weal or woe to share. 
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They kneel — the benediction 

Is breathed upon their vow, 
That God with choicest blessings 

Would both their lives endow. 

And not alone His minister 

Seeks blessing on them there, 
But every heart there present 

Re-echoes back that prayer. 

And now the rite is ended, 

And near that gentle bride. 
Gazing with mingled feelings 

Of tenderness and pride, 

Is one who fondly greets her 

Of proud, yet gracious mien, 
*Mongst that fair throng the noblest. 

Her mother, and our Queen. 

With heart of deepest sympathy. 

With pure and loving kiss. 
And tender words, she wishes 

That daughter happiness. 

God bless thee, Royal lady ! 

Thy woman heart so true, 
Methinks recalls from memory 

When thou a bride wast too ; 
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And life looked bright before thee, 
When at thy side he stood 

Whose loss so deeply grieves thee — 
The loved, the great, " the Good." 

O heart so torn and bleeding ! 

Thy dear one is at rest ; 
Soon thou again shalt meet him. 

For ever to be blest. 

And now, with smiles and blushes, 
And modest maiden grace, 

The young bride leaves her mother, 
And quits that fond embrace. 

Then turning from the altar. 
She walks, a wedded wife 

Beside her chosen husband. 
Companions now for life ; 

While strains of sweetest music 

Fall soft upon the ear. 
Seeming to waft to heaven 

The vows recorded here. 

Expressing in its language. 
More fitting far than words, 

All that the heart would utter. 
When touched its deepest chords. 
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For fondest hopes and wishes 

Are centred here to-day 
In thee, O dear young Princess, 

God bless thee ! now and aye. 

Old England's heart beseeches 

Bright hopes fulfilled may be ; 
Her prayers ascend to heaven, 

In unison for thee. 

But, see ! through yonder window. 

In dazzling radiance bright, 
There shines upon her pathway 

A flood of beaming light. 

On that fair head it falleth. 

Bending so meekly there, 
Gilding the orange blossoms 

That cluster in her hair ; 

Shedding a golden halo 

Around her thoughtful brow. 
Fairer than earthly diadem. 

For God hath crowned her now. 

O sunny coronation ! 

O omen of delight ! 
O vision bright and beauteous 

Bursting upon the sight ! 

6 
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O bride so fair and lovely, 
Adorned with beauty chaste ! 

With more than regal splendour, 
Thy nuptials have been graced. 

For Heaven itself hath given 
Its own resplendent light 

To shine upon thy bridal, 
Making it glad and bright ; 

As if its King, to show thee 
His sympathy and love, 

Sent down this glorious sunshine 
From His bright home above. 

God grant this sunny omen. 
May ever prove to be 

To thee and thine, dear Princess, 
A bright reality ! 
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The flames burst forth ; a moment's terror seized 
The youthful tenants of the doomM ship, 

As all around the waves of fire leapt up 

With scorching breath to kiss each whitened lip. 

Yet but a moment's panic, and the calm 
Of perfect discipline was on that crew, 

And quick at duty's post each took his place, 

For hearts were brave, and hands were prompt to do. 

Manly beyond their years, a hero's soul 
Was shrined within each little childish form 

That shrank not from the contest fierce and wild, 
So they might help to quell the fiery storm. 

And one, whose gentle mien and tender heart 
Had won the love of every comrade there, 

Stood firm amid the dense, dark clouds of smoke, 
A fearless spirit strong to do and dare. 

Nor heeded aught of danger looming near 
From crash of falling spar or blazing mast, 
. But whilst his arm could rescue one young life 
Kept close beside his vessel to the last 
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And yet another of those noble boys, 

With loving clasp clung to his chieftain's side, 

In earnest tones entreating for the life 
They loved so well — for which they would have died. 

Our hearts are thrilled with pride ; for as we read, 
We seem to see them in the lurid blaze ; 

Heroes, not children, doing noble deeds — 
Deeds that call forth a nation's warmest praise. 

Their names were all unknown, save but to few. 
And written once upon a pauper roll ; 

But now, in characters of quenchless fire, 
Fame traces them upon her brilliant scroll. 

'Tis well the world should know of noble deeds 

To stimulate afresh the weary heart, 
That when the need may come in danger's hour. 

We may not fail to do a kindred part 

And England's prestige never shall grow dim ; 

For whilst she brings forth children such as these 
Her titles undisputed she may wear — 

" Home of the brave," and " Mistress of the seas." 
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" Who removed this plant ? Who hath plucked this flower?" The 
gardener said, " The Master ; " and the servant held his peace. 

We may not question aught of His high dealings 

Who doeth all things well ; 
Our thoughts are not as His ; our hearts too often 

Are tempted to rebel. 

We cannot see the " needs be," and we murmur 

When He withdraws the light : 
His wisdom knoweth that unclouded sunshine 

Would be for us too bright. 

So when the fairest flower in all the garden 

Is plucked and carried hence, 
It seemeth hard to lose the choicest treasure 

To our poor mortal sense. 

God knoweth best ! If here it bloomed and tarried. 

Perchance some withering blight 
Had fallen on its beauty, and for ever 

Had perished from our sight. 

But now, transpfanted by the hands of angels 

Into that garden fair — 
That grand conservatory where the Master 

Keeps His choice plants and rare, 
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To blossom in imfadrng beauty ever 

In some bright Eden bower — 
Expanding in the light of Heaven's own sunshine 

Into a perfect flower ; 

Sheltered from all the rough, keen blasts of sorrow, 

Our heritage below, 
Withdrawn from every evil thing and hurtfiil — 

Is it not better so ? 

Fond hearts, bowed down beneath the blow so heavy, 

Eyes dim with unshed tears, 
A little while — ere long perhaps it may be — 

Ax most a few short years. 

And ye shall see again in yon fair region 

The cherished flowVet there. 
Till then be this your highest consolation : 

God hath her in His care ! 
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" God is known in her palaces for a Refuge."— Psalm xlviii. 3. 

Brightly the cross of gold 

Gleams in the sunlit sky, 
The emblem of our holy faith 

To this our mortal eye ; 
Towering o'er that majestic dome, 
Pointing the soul to heaven, its home. 

Unto that temple grand 

There come in regal state 
Princes, and magnates of the land, 

The noble and the great ; 
But chiefest, one of high renown, 
Upon whose brow rests England's crown. 

From thousand, thousand homes 

Come forth with joy to-day 
Right loyal English hearts and true. 

Love's homage glad to pay. 
A countless throng they waiting stand 
To greet the Lady of the land. 
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Her way is decked with flowers, 

And waving pennons fair, 
And warriors in glittering mail 

Her fitting escort bear. 
What means this pomp — this proud array ? 
A nation keepeth holy-day. 

But late, and through the land 

Went forth as in a breath 
The words that told us England's Prince 

Was " sick, nigh unto death." 
Deep in the shadow of the grave 
He lay, and only One could save. 

Hushed was the song of joy. 

Stifled each sound of mirth. 
For messages of grave import 

To saddest fears gave birth. 
The heart of England, wrapped in gloom. 
Was centred in that one sick room. 

With quivering, bleeding hearts. 

Wrung almost to despair. 
The noble mother, gentle wife. 

Kept their sad vigils there ; 
Whilst anxious question, eager ejre. 
Told of a nation's sympathy. 
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Then through the empire vast 

Went up a mighty cry 
For help, in this its time of need. 

To the great King on high, 
Beseeching Him that life to spare. 
He heard, and answered Britain's prayer. 

And now, with grateful heart. 

And joyous, happy mien, 
Her solemn vows to God to pay. 

Comes England's noble Queen. 
Meekly she bends before His throne 
Who guards and stablishes her own. 

"(9 Thau that hearest prayer ./" 

This is our theme to-day, 
The key-note of our joyful song. 

The burden of each lay. 
Oiu- glad Te Deum now we raise — 
Receive a grateful nation's praise. 

" We askM life of Thee," 

And Thou didst freely give 
The boon we sought, didst speak the word — 

" Let Albert Edward live ! " 
Yet one request for him we pour. 
E'en " length of days " for evermore. 
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O Prince ! use well the gift 

Thus given back to thee, 
To Him " who held thy soul in life " 

Devoted may it be ; 
So this affliction thou shalt feel 
Has been for thine and England's weal. 

England ! keep thou thy faith 

Still pure and undefiled ; 
Of thy high trust, thy hope in heaven, 

Never be thou beguiled. 
Honour thy God, exalt His name. 
And thou shalt ne'er be put to shame. 

Great King of Kings, look down 

Upon this hallowed scene ; 
Hear Thou the prayer we offer now : 

" God save our much-loved Queen." 
Still in Thy stedfast faith and fear. 
Keep Thou this life to England dear. 

And when her earthly throne 

In ruin dire shall lay, 
To her a crown and kingdom give 

That will not pass away. 
At last may Queen and people be 
Where all are " kings and priests to Thee." 
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Here in this fair retreat 
'Tis sweet to linger undisturbed awhile, 
Apart from the great City's ceaseless din, 
Whilst busy Fancy takes her airy flight 
Far from the cares of earth that clog the soul, 
And stay the restless wing that fain would soar 
Through boundless space to its own native sphere. 
Here the eye rests on flowers of varied hues. 
Whose fragrance sweet is wafted on the breeze 
That gently stirs the air this summer morn. 
Plants whose strange foliage tells of other climes 
Than ours, that gave them birth : some from far Ind, 
Others from mighty forests of the West, 
And some from eastern isles beyond the sea, 
Where wealth of tropic blossoms glads the eye 
Of traveller in search of beauties rare. 
Who yet can find no land beneath the sun 
So fair, so dear, as his own island home ? 

The butterfly flits gaily past, to where 

A dainty rose is luring with its spell 

Of witching beauty, hovers o'er to take 

A sip of perfumed nectar, then hies on , 
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To find perchance a sweeter essence still 
In the fair chalice of a lily bell ; 
And feathered choristers trill forth their notes, 
Making sweet music to our charmed ears, 
Awakening echoes of their song of praise 
In our dull hearts, so slow to honour Him 
Who made this earth so beautiful for us. 



Here, too, are glades where sunbeams, glinting through 

Upon the emerald carpet spread beneath, 

Make fairy pictures with the golden sheen ; 

Whilst yonder in the distance proudly loom 

The stately towers of England's senate house ; 

And nearer, through a vista in the trees, 

Gleams the bright trophy reared by loving hearts 

To the dear memory of him whose aim 

Was peace for all mankind, whose gentle heart 

Was ever striving to knit firm the bond 

Of human brotherhood. But, as we gaze, 

There comes a vision of a darker scene — 

In a far distant lancj, where day by day 

A fearful holocaust is offered up 

To the stem God of war ; where dying groans 

Are borne upon the air ; where, deeply dyed 

With life-blood of brave hearts, the river runs 

Whose name is shrined in song; homes once so glad 
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Are desolate, women bemoan their slain, 

And savage foes wreak vengeance on the weak. 

'' O God of battles ! look with pitying eye 
Upon the nations : stretch forth thy right arm, 
And stay the avenging sword." 

** Spare us, good Lord ! " 

The gentle dove that hovers o'er our land 

E'en now seems plumed for flight, the olive leaves 

Of that fair tree we strive to keep so green 

Are quivering as before the coming storm. 

" Spare us, good Lord ! Give peace in this our time, 

Because none other one doth fight for us. 

But only Thou, O God ! '' 



Trafalgar ^ag* 

Amongst the grand war-ships 

That proudly bear the ensign of the free, 

Stands first the Victory; 
Ere yet Trafalgar's famous fight began, 
Floating aloft from her the signal ran, 
" England expects to-day that every man 

Will nobly do his duty." 
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Threescore ot years have passed, 

Still England's grateful memory keeps right well 

The day that Nelson fell ; 
For how her sons bore part in that fieice fray 
She proudly points to where the wreath of bay 
At each masthead of the old ship to-day 

Tells that they " did their duty/' 

Long may the Victory float, 

Our proudest monument upon the sea, 

Where Nelsons yet to be 
Shall bid us feel that, if the need ere comes. 
Our gallant Tars will never leave their guns, 
But emulate Trafalgar's dauntless ones 

Who did so well " their duty." 



SUGGESTED BY THE REMOVAL OF CLEOPATRA's 

NEEDLE. 

Where Pharos casts its warning light 

Across the Eastern wave, 
Near to the margin of the shore 

Those tideless waters lave, 



BA V LEA VES. 79 

Half-buried in the sandy soil, 

The far-famed pillar lay; 
Surnamed of her who once had held 

O'er Egypt queenly sway ! 

The siren whose fair witching charms 

Enthralled Rome's soldier son, 
He whose brave heart and valiant arm 

Had many a conquest won — 

For him was decked her gorgeous bark, 

And spread its silken sails. 
Perfumed with scents of Araby, 

To catch the favouring gales ; 

While silver oars kept measured time. 

With graceful, easy stroke. 
To sweetest strains that soft and clear 

Upon the stillness broke. 

For him her beauty was adorned 

In costliest array; 
And splendour of her realm was shown 

In lavish vain display. 

But Egypt's palmy days are o'er ; 

Now, from her classic strand, 
Fair spoils are brought to grace the shore 

Of the great Western land, 
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Where, too, a Queen the sceptre h6lds, 
RuHng with gentle grace ; 

Her mightiest empire in the hearts 
Of England's loyal race ! 

Her love, her leal heart's chosen king, 
Proved by his blameless life 

" The noblest Roman of them all," 
Worthy his peerless wife ; 

Whose fadeless charms, a noble soul, 
And heart both wise and good. 

Have made her to all time a type 
Of pure, true womanhood. 

Whilst Cleopatra's memory lives 

In an unenvied fame, 
A lustrous halo aye will gild 

Victoria's stainless name ! 
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* * Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on 
The«." — Isaiah xxvi. 3. 

And dost thou fear, O Christian, 
Thy heart may fail thee in some trial hour ? 
The Master ever gives His faithful servants 
Of His own strength and power. 
'Tis written for thy comfort, 
Whatever the trouble be, 
" Thou wilt keep him in peace — Thy peace — 
Whose mind is stayed on Thee J' 

Amid the din of battle, 
Where the stem conflict rages fierce and long, 
Thou mayst be called to lake thy stand right bravely 
Against the powers of wrong. 
Though hell's dark hosts are shouting, 
Serene thy soul shall be : 
" T/wu wilt keep him in peace — Thy peace — 
Whose mind is stayed on Thee.^' 

What, though the storm be raging. 
And angry waves seem like to overwhelm 
Thy fragile bark ; yet 'mid the wild confusion 
One stands beside the helm, 

7 
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Whose voice in gentlest whisper 
Can calm the troubled sea : 
** JTiou wilt keep him in peace — Thy peace — 
Whose mind is stayed on TheeJ^ 

The tumult of the people, 
And strife of many tongues may vex thine ear, 
Yet He shall hide thee in His safe pavilion, 
' Beyond the reach of fear. 
There, calm amid earth's tiurmoil, 
Thy spirit then shall be : 
** Thou wilt keep him in peace — Thy peace — 
Whose mind is stayed on TheeJ* 

Whatever of earth's distraction 
Shall harass and perplex thy troubled heart. 
The God in whom thou trustest He will aid thee 
And His own peace impart 
The promise He has given 
Will aye fulfilled be : 
" TTiou wilt keep him in peace — Thy peace — 
Whose mind is stayed on TheeJ** 
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There are that have a grateful claim upon Old Eng- 
land's heart, 

Who in her glorious service take no mean, ignoble 
part; 

A thousand stirring memories of triumphs that have 
been 

Cluster round those who nobly serve as soldiers of the 
Queen. 

When erst their ancestors had won full many a gory 
fight. 

The battle-cry that led them on, "God and our 
country's right," 

Stainless they handed down the flag from each vic- 
torious scene. 

And stainless still to keep would die the soldiers of the 
Queea 

Unflinchingly they ever stand at duty's sacred post. 
Unflinchingly advance to meet the fiercest, deadliest 

host; 
Their honour and the land they guard no foe may 

come between, 
For " faithful ever unto death," the soldiers of the 

Queen. 
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" Stand still, and die like Englishmen ! '* beneath the 
cold, dark wave ; 

Shoulder to shoulder down they went, those noble 
ones and brave; 

For evermore that splendid deed should wake an in- 
terest keen 

In all- who wear the scarlet garb of soldiers of the 
Queen. 

For Balaklava*s world-famed charge, and Alma's stir- 
ring name, 

And Lucknow^s staunch resistance have won them 
deathless fame ; 

A nation's heartiest gratitude was nobly earned, I 
ween, 

By those who fought so manfully as soldiers of the 
Queen. 

The ranks that number " Havelock's saints '* amongst 

their gallant band 
Are worthy of our deep respect, and worthy, of their 

land j 
Then gladly let us honour pay these men of dauntless 

mien, 
Who dare so much for England's sake, who serve so 

well their Queen. 
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August i8th, 1875. 

A SUMMER eve, where Vecta's beauteous isle 
Lay gleaming in the sunlight bright and fair, 
Like radiant gem upon the ocean's breast 
Scarcely a rippling wavelet kissed the shore, 
Where Nature's lavish hand has left so much 
Of wondrous loveliness. White-winged craft, 
Each bearing some fair freight of happy hearts, 
Skimmed o'er the shining surface of the deep, 
As if they, too, had life, and love, and joy. 
The mingled glories of earth, sea, and sky 
Made one grand chord of perfect harmony ; 
Whilst soul and body seemed to feel a spell 
Of glad entrancement at that witching hour. 
When Sol floods all the western sky with gold. 

'Twas then two monarchs met. 
On yonder deck stands one — a woman fair, 
From out whose gentle eyes there shines the light 
That speaks a royal soul within ; whose heart 
Responsive beats to every noble touch ; 
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Whose name hath power to send a mighty thrill 

Of loyalty through each true English heart 

For car\'ed upon her sceptre is a word 

That hath more power on earth than aught besides — 

That word is Love. 

On that fair Solent sea a little bark 

Its loyal tribute gracefully would pay, 

And render honour unto whom 'tis due. 

Thus " man proposes," God oft wills not so. 

That flag was lowly dipped ere set of sun 

To yet another monarch. One who heeds 

Nor high nor low, recks not of time or place 

To hold his court ; issues his mandates stem 

That none dare disobey. 

And now, 
Where England's Royal Banner floats aloft 
In all the majesty of pride and power. 
King Death hath hoisted his dark ensign too. 
And side by side with England's Queen he stands 
Upon her vessel's deck. In that dread hour 
Of agony and death, brave men and true 
Grew braver, counting not their own lives dear. 
If haply they might save another. Sons 
Right worthy of the glorious name they bear. 
But nought avails. The cruel conqueror 
Hath dared assert his sway. Three precious lives 
In one brief hour from earth have passed away. 
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And thus those monarchs met : 
The one, relentless, cruel, cold^ and stern ; 
The other, full of tenderest sympathy. , 
Onei a proud tyrant, striking whom he will 
With his unerring dart, no mercy knows. • 
The young, the gifted, and the fair he slays, 
And stalks within our palace walls, and takes 
The great and good. 

The other — to her woman's nature true — 
Strives tenderly to soothe hearts full of pain. 
" One touch of nature makes her feel of kin '* * 
E'en with the lowliest one that needs her aid, 
And by her bright example upward points 
To that fair world where there is " no more sea." 
The King of Terrors rules by coward fear ; 
Victoria, by matchless might of love. 
The one, when time is o'er shall cease to be; 
The other, wear a crown through all eternity. 

* " Let my distress and sympathy, in which my children join, be 
made known to the*^oor widows." 
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Pull manv imd Tnarrr a hxham down 

Beneath Atlama's wzve, 
Whert none may mark tiie spot, there is 

An imfargotten grave. 

Perchance 'tk in some mermaid's hcxne 
Bedecked with seaveed fair. 

And pearly sheDs. We only know 
The Cafitazn's mate lies there. 

A gaDanl vessel left the shore, 
Stont hearts were on her deck ; 

Ere long upon the ocean wide 
She lay a helpless wreck. 

Day after day her anxious crew 

Kept watch for friendly sail 
Till Hope's fair star had well-nign set. 

And courage *gan to ^liL 

But ere the long and fearful night 

Of dark despair had come, 
Thank God ! a vessel hove in sight. 

And rescued all, save one. 
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That noble one, alas ! was doomed 

To perish 'neath the wave ; 
The hand that ever cherished it 

Was powerless then to save. 

Yet deem not that this sacrifice 

Was an ignoble end ; 
Nay, rather 'twere a glorious thing 

To die for one's own friend. 

Such death was thine, dear faithful " Flo; " 

Though but a poor dumb thing, 
In simple gratitude and love 

Our hearts will round thee cling. 

And ever when his vessel sails 

Near that ill-fated spot, 
Thy master's eye will dim with tears — 

Thou shalt not be forgot. 

Whene'er the cherished ones and true 

Fond memory shall recall, 
Thine image then will present be, 

Most faithful friend of all. 
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" These Welsh miners, whose names are so pathetically common 

that we blmider as we Xxy to discriminate hero from hero 

were but an ordinar}' band of the collier class. Yet when duty blows 
her clear and sacred clarion in their simple ears, how they all ' fall 
in*! how they know what a man must do, being ' Englishman.' "•— 
Daily Telegraph, April 23rd, 1877. 

Not with thy pen, O Fame, 

Write these grand names upon thy brilliant scroll, 

But, in imperishable letters, grave 

Deep in the rock this matchless deed of theirs, 

That men may read throughout all time to come 

The tale of this sublime self-sacrifice. 

This chivalry far nobler than of yore. 

Which puts to shame these sordid lives of ours, 

And makes us see how much of sterling gold 

Lies underneath the clay we oft despise ; 

What jewels rare, unpolished though they be, 

Are hid awhile amid the glare of day, 

But in the darkness of some midnight hour 

Of death and danger flash their splendour forth 

Upon our dazzled gaze. Ay, carve it deep, 

This record high of perfect brotherhood. 

That thrills through England's mighty heart to-day 

With that " one touch which makes us all of kin." 

So may we strive in love to emulate 
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These dauntless spirits that henceforth will rank 
As princes amongst men. In colours fair, 
Emblazoned now upon the title roll 
Of God's nobility, they shine. 
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itafrm's %i%^ met #mbt/' 

(the "motto" of the INDIAN TROOPSHIPS.) 

The Stateliest ships of all 
The noble craft that on our waters ride, 
Emblazoned on their prows the motto bear, 

" Heaven's light our guide." 

Graceful and fair, they seem 
Like beauteous birds of passage m their flight ; 
Hope's emblem shining as a guiding star 

From out the depths of night 

To that fair sunny land 
That lies far off across the ocean wave, 
Their mission is, through sun, and wind, and storm, 

To bear the true and brave. 

The true ! — ay, unto death — 
Fair women who, for might of quenchless love, 
Forsaking all and cleaving unto one. 

Go forth that love to prove. 
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The brave ! undaunted men. 
Whose watchword, " duty," hath a meaning grand ; 
Who deem no sacrifice too great to save 

The honour of their land. 

We watch your course, proud ships ! 
Our best and bravest to your care confide, 
In firm assurance that the light of heaven 

Will be your truest guide. 

Its bright and stedfast rays 
Shall prove no false and treacherous light to lure, 
But a safe beacon leading through the gloom 

Unto the haven sure. 

When the dark storm-clouds lower, 
And angry waves in fury lash your side. 
Those words shall prove of talismanic power, 

" Heaven's light our guide." 

So shall our cherished ones 
Be safe, whatever of outward ill betide, 
If on each heart your motto be engraved, 

" Heaven's light our guide." 

God bless each freightage rare 
Your decks shall carry as ye go and come — 
The outward bound, the exiles from afar, 

Yearning for " home, sweet home ! *' 



^ 
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God speed you, gallant ships ! 
Across the ocean in your fullest pride, 
Our fervent hope, our invocation this — 

" Heaven's light (be aye) your guide.*' 



"The Lord bless thee, and keep thee : the Lord make His face 
shine upon thee, and be gracious unto thee : the Lord lift up His 
countenance upon thee, and g^ve thee peace." 

The voice of song at eventide rose sweet 
Within God's temple from the white-robed choir, 
Like incense unto heaven. Nature, too, 
In the fair beauty of the earth and sky — 
The song of birds, murmur of trembling leaves, 
And gentle plash of waves upon the shore — 
Seemed joining in one chorus of glad praise 
To its great God. 

Within those walls. 
Apart from other worshippers, stood one 
And waited, if for her might even be 
Some word of blessing. She was deemed unfit 
To join their prayers, or mingle in their praise ; 
And yet no mark of shame was on her brow : 
Sorrow alone had left its impress there. 
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But He who seeth not as man, nor heeds 
Mere outward form, if soul be wanting there, 
Ejiows what is in the heart Perchance, by Him 
Her spirit ear might be attuned to catch 
The faintest echo of a heaven-touched chord. 
By angel hands struck on some golden Ijrre, 
And brought to earth by gentle spirit forms 
That minister, unseen, about the steps 
Of those He loves. 

O ye who minister in holy things, 

Ambassadors from the high court of heaven. 

Forget not, in the dignity of place, 

The greatness of your mission. Yours it is 

Sad hearts to comfort, weary ones to cheer ; 

And the rare sympathy of friendship tru5 

To give to all who need. There are deep wounds 

That only tender touch of skilful hand 

May hope to heal. Those who have known great 

wrongs 
Great love require, not angry, stem rebuke ; 
For love is ever conqueror, and wins 
The proudest heart, nor can the hardest one 
Resist its mighty power. That charity 
Which suffers long, and is not soon provoked, 
Through evil as through good report doth trust, 
d ever hold high place in those who wear 
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Christ's badge. Life's holiest work must ever be 

To minister unto : and none that live 

Are too unworthy. The True Shepherd leaves 

The ninety-nine to seek and save the lost. 

It were no trivial thing to win a soul 

To life eternal, or to dry a tear ; 

Inspire some fainting heart with courage fresh, 

To meet the foe on life's stem battle-field ; 

Or stimulate to lofty purpose high, 

And thus tread in the steps of Him whose life 

Was one whole ministry of love. That when 

Each wanderer is safely gathered in 

To the good Shepherd's fold, it may be yours 

To hear the Master say, " For inasmuch 

As unto these ye did it, so, I hold. 

Ye did it unto Me." 

The evening hymn is o'er. God's minister. 
With hands outstretched to bless, like Him of old, 
Breathes tenderly that benediction rare. 
So fraught with blessings. It may be it fell 
On many a listless ear and dull, cold heart ; 
Yet not invoked in vain : one soul went forth 
The braver ; for those soothing words had come, 
Like whispered cadence, from the land afar. 
And brought God's peace. 



# 
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Wixxiim 0n mm% an #Iik §ram:|^ from 

Only a tiny spray, 

And the leaves were dead and sere, 

But it had been carefully treasured up 

And held as a thing right dear. 
So the stranger wondered why it should be 
Such store was placed on the leaves of a tree. 

Only a tiny spray, 

Yet set in a frame of gold. 

And 'mongst fairer pictures that graced the walls 

Thought worthy a place to hold. 
From whence did it come ? what tale could it tell ? 
Was there hid in those leaves some wondrous spell ? 

Only a tiny spray ; 

But the place where it grew was trod, 

In the lonesome watch of His darkest hour, 

By the feet of the Son of God. 
For those leaves were plucked from an olive tree 
In a garden they " called Gethsemane.'* 
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Here 'tis the din of battle, 

The trumpet call to arms, 
The strife of deadly conflict, 

And all war's dire alarms. 
There 'tis the joy of conqu-est, 

The shout of victory won, 
The armour doffed for ever, ■ 

The reign of peace begun. 

Here 'tis the heart's fond yearning. 

So rarely understood, 
Longings for spirit converse, 

The true, the pure, the good. 
There 'tis the glad fulfilment 

Of Hope's most cherished dream ; 
For all is grand and noble, 

And things are what they seem. 

Here it is but the prelude 

We faintly, sadly raise 
To that majestic anthem. 

Heaven's glorious hymn of praise. 
There — the full burst of chorus 

Comes from that joyful throng. 
For thousand times ten thousand 

Unite in that grand song. 
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Here 'tis the night of sorrow, 

Clouded with anxious care, 
The waiting time so weary — 

The Cross so hard to bear. 
There 'tis refulgent noontide, 

One everlasting day. 
The time of mourning ended. 

The crown to wear for aye. 



\ 



C0 ^nglanir^ 

My own dear land ! Thy language hath no words 

With which to tell the love I bear to thee, 

Nor the deep thrill of joy that I belong 

To that proud race men speak of as ** the free." 

No other earthly boast I care to make. 
Save the dear right to claim thee as my own, 
Too happy that my favoured lot is cast 
Within the shadow of thy mighty throne. 

To be thy child were greater honour far 
Than aught of earthly fame beside could be ; 
And worldly gain would have no power to tempt 
My heart from its allegiance unto thee. 
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Thy child ! Each one who bears that name should 

live 
So as to cast no shadow on thy fame, 
But hold it as a sacred duty — ay, 
Worthy to prove of such a noble name. 



" When I consider Thy heavens.'' — Psalm viii. 3. 

When the Great Architect designed a world, 

And out of Chaos order was evolved 

At His command. He made the firmament. 

Studded it o*er with myriad shining orbs, 

And called it heaven. Perchance that arch of blue 

Supports the golden floor of Paradise, 

And those bright gems, the stars, with which 'tis 

flecked, 
Are but " the chinks that let the glory through," 
Yet no. Fancy may weave bright thoughts, but Truth 
Knows they are worlds, which their Creator calls 
Each by its name, and by His mighty hand 
Each one was safely poised in boundless space. 
That vast immensity we fail to grasp 
With our weak, finite minds. 
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Methinks yon falling star 
Mu>t be an angel traversing through space. 
Intent on some high mission for the King ; 
Perchance to Wsit some bright world afar, 
Where yet those " other sheep " await the time 
To be transported to that one great fold. 
Where every flock shall safely rest in peace 
'Xeath the Good Shepherd's care. 

Yonder the cluster of the Pleiades, 
And bright Orion with his shining belt. 
Attracts the eye ; and far across the span 
Of that fair spangled dome we trace a path, 
So thick begemmed with stars, so far away. 
It only seems to our dim sight a cloud, 
Yet made of countless worlds. 

Anon there comes 
Fair Luna, with her mellow light, to bathe 
In floods of silver sheen the face of earth. 
Till each dark spot by magic seems transformed 
To realms of fairy splendour. • 

In contemplation such as this 
Well may the spirit shrink abashed, and ask 
" What then is man, that Thou dost care for him ? " 
Ah ! what indeed, that his weak puny will 
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Should proudly stand before the Infinite, • 

And dare oppose the Majesty of heaven. 

The fool alone hath said, ** There is no God," 

And, looking on the grandeur of the skies. 

Sure none but fools woiild think to question aught 

Of His omnipotence. Yet this great King, 

Who spreadeth out the heavens as a tent, 

And counts the islands as a little thing. 

And earth's inhabitants as grasshoppers, 

Is the same God that marks the sparrow's fall — 

For " His eye seeth every precious thing." 



(To an unknown poet-friend.) 

If aught of mine hath won thine ear, 
I may not deem it vain or wrong 

(For honest meed of praise is dear) 
To cherish more the gift of song. 

I hold it as a priceless dower, 
A boon I should not care to lose. 

E'en if with talismanic power 
Earth's fairest things were mine to choose. 



M 
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But 'tis not for mere worldly fame 
The poet seeks to tune his lyre ; 

Far higher, nobler is the aim 

To which his brightest dreams aspire. 

To touch a chord that will vibrate 

With grandest music through the soul- 
Make some faint heart with hope elate, 
And cheer it on to lofty goal ; 

To stimulate each high desire, 

To comfort those who comfort need — 

To thrill the breast with patriot fire 
That shall incite to noble deed ; 

To twine a bay-leaf for the brow 
Of victor in some glorious fight ; 

With rarest honours to endow 

Those who are strong to do the right ; 

To strive the erring to reclaim, 
And lure by our weak words to heaven- 

To seek to glorify God's name 
With the one talent He has given ; — 

These are amongst the noble themes 
That give the poet work to do — 

Better by far than idle dreams. 
If to his higher nature true. 
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So may we sing, so may we live, 
As to ensure that grandest name 

Which earthly honours cannot give — 
Be this our noblest dream of fame. 



To cross the Frozen sea 
A band of bold adventurers went forth 
At England's bidding. 'Twas no easy task 
To brave the dangers of the shifting floe 
And giant berg, to dare the Frost King's ire. 
And strive to wrest from out his keeping stem 
The secret of that unknown, mystic realm 
Where the earth's axis rests. 
But though for them the Spirit of the North 
Shrouded her form in veil they could not lift. 
And baffled all their efforts, yet, I trow, 
Theirs was a glorious defeat. 

There were not wanting there 
The courage of our England's noble breed. 
Nor the grand spirit of devotion true 
To duty's sacred call, nor the high aim 
Of adding lustre to their country's fame ; 
But who is able to abide His frost ? 
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The Starless Gbown .. 

The Angels' Bouquet 

The Banneb of the Cboss 

The Stbait Gate 

The Dabe Biveb 

The Guabdian Angel . . 

The Daily Cboss 
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Assorted packets of 18, price 6d. 



36, HENRIETTA STREET, OOVENT GARDEN. 



MR. W. A. GIBB'S WORKS. 
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In White Enamel and Morocco^ with a Design in Gold and 

Colours, 21«. 



%x\m ^xmt^t. 



The ILLUSTRA.TIONS are from DRAWINGS, to which the 

HUNDRED GUINEA PRIZE was awarded hy FREDERICK 

LEIGHTON, W. E. FROST, and JOHN PETTIE, Esqrs. 

** Written with power, and contains many passages of not a little beauty." 
— Saturday Review. 

** A very beaattfol edition of this churning poem. A gem of the season."— 
Morning Post. 

In White Enamel and Morocco^ with a design in Gold and 
Colours, 88. , or Cloth Boards, 6s. 
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^ Storg 0f pibblt-CIass life. 

" ' Harold Erie ' is a powerful story. There are tender touches of consum- 
mate grace, and emotions, events, and sacrifices are narrated which show how 
fertile this theme has become in the hands of an accomplished writer." — 
British Qiiarterly. 

In White Enamel and Morocco, with a design in Gold and 

Colours, Is. 6d. 

Library Edition, cloth hoards. Price Ss. 
Popular Edition, paper wrapper. Price Is. 




Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 5s. 

" ' The Story of a Life ' is marked by touches of unmistakable genius, 
graces of poetic imagination, refinement, and taste. Many passages have in 
them the true and undoubted ring of poetry in the very highest sense, lofty, 
pure thoughts clothed in words of melody and strength." — Standard. 



LONDON : PROVOST & CO., PUBLISHERS. 



Small Ato, clothf gilt edges, price Ss, 6(f* 

^ural yegmtrs. 

By GEORGE HURST, F.S.S., FJI.H.S. 

'* A praiseworthy attempt to rescue from obliyion, some of 
the old popular tales of the country districts." — Morning Post, 

** Here is a collection of ybt} charming stories, droll and 
startling, natural and supernatural, unnatural and anti-natural, 
which will bring no slight enjoyment to those who are fond of 
telling or hearing a good story." — Public Opinion, 



Small AtOf Black cloth, price 5s, 

Jfkto^rs of "Musmn. 

ByGEORGE MOORE. 

** Real poetic power is manifest in all." — Literary World. 

" Several of Mr. Moore^s sonnets and songs are sensible, and 
that is a great recommendation, while others indicate con- 
siderable poetic feeling and power of expression." — Glasgow 
Herald. 

''Shows talent *and considerable originality." — American 
Register. 

Crown Svo, cloth, price 4«. 

By HENRIETTA and CHARLOTTE ARNOLD. 

The Hon. Mrs. Norton writes of these poems : — " All have a 
sweet and true feeling, that gives a pleasant soul to the words." 

** Some of them are beautiful conceptions, clothed in graceful 
language."— rCorft Examiner. 



Fcap Svo, cloth, price 3«. 



" The author is indubitably a lyric poet of no small power." 
— The Scotsman. 

*' The story of the 'Cross,' and the 'gentle queen' is felicit- 
ously told." — Peterborough Advertiser. 
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Crown 8t?o, cloth lettered^ price 6«, 

By G. CHRISTOPHER BAYIES Author of "Mountain, 
Meadow, and Mero,*' ** Rambles and Adventures of our School 
Field Club," *• The Swan and her Crew,'* "Angling Idylls," &c. 

" Deeply &scinatmg book." — Wrexham Advertiser, 



Small 4ito cloth extra, gilt edges, price 6«. 



By F. MALCOLM BOHERTY. 

" PoBsesBiug a quiet beauty and a delicacy of expression wbioh make them 
a source of delight for the reader. The entire collection dimonstrateB that 
the Author possesses the true poetic gift." — Courf Journal. 



Foolscap SvOf cloth, gilt edges, price 58. • 

let Mammis. 




By Br. R. A. DOUGLAS-LITHGOW. 
" Charming and fresh inspirations of the Muse."— Pu&Zie Opiniop, 



Foolscap 8vo, cloth lettered, price, 5«. 

8Hil^ oi^tx ^arratifrjes itt JJjersr. 

By F. SCARLETT POTTER. 
" Mr. Potter can write verse well." — Spectator, 



Illitstrated Edition, handsomely hound, price 5s, 

Gathered in my own and French Orchards. Poems and Songs. 

By W. H. C. NATION. 



LONDON: PROVOST & CO., PUBLISHERS. 



Crown Qvo, eloth, two volvmes^ price 21^. 

^\t €a\ktit)i '^atms of 

**Tha work of a highly onltivated man, -with no little technical skill and 
eonaiderable poetic leeling."— Th« Qraphie* 



Foolscap, 8ro, cloth, gilt edges, price 2s. 6d. 

^attj^mg far % geatr; 

By FAITH CHILTERN, Author of " The DaUy Cross." 

** The most touching and beautiful of the Idyllic pictures 
here presented is the poem * Annie.* " — Public Opinion, 



Foolscap Svo, cloth lettered, price 6». 

Jfatr §l0sam0njtr; 

By B. MONTGOMERIB RANKING. Third Edition. 
** Contains much unusually valuable poetry." — Athenaum. 



Foolscap Svo, cloth lettered, price 38. 6d, 



** The verse is smooth, and the heroic incidents of the battle 
told in spirited lines, whilst the legend itself is pleasing." — 
Literary World. 

Foolscap 8vo, cloth lettered, price 3«. ^d. 

By RICHARD STURGES. 

**A true vein of poetry runs throughout the little collec- 
tion.** — Land and Water. 
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The Cobden Club have taken one entire EcUtion of this 

work. 

Fourth (People's) Edition^ price 1». 
ESSAYS BY THE LATE M. F. BASTIAT. 



**^e writer shows a keen insight into the much vexed 
probrems of Political Economy, and often solves them with 
singular skill." — The Standard, 

*'This cheap little volume contains translations of five 
trenchant and witty articles and pamphlets. Their republica- 
tion in English is particularly opportune at the present time." 
— The Examiner., 

" A variety of interesting, economical, and theoretical poH; 
tical questions are discussed in a forcible and telling way."-^ 
Westminster Review. 

"Very shrewd, amusing, and, instructive." — Spectator, 

'*M. Bastiat is very temperate, thoroughly logical, quite 
free from crotchets, and easily comprehensible." — Illustrated 
Review. 

" If ever the truths which it {* Political Economy *) inculcated 
are to be brought home to the minds of the multitude, it must 
be by the clear exposition and felicitous illustrations of writers 
like Bastiat." — Peterborough Advertiser. 

"Thoroughly sound and valuable set of Essays." — Exeter 
Post. 
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